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			This book is dedicated to the loves of my life: To Alex, Anna, Zack, Cayla, Caroline, Benji, Jilly, Nomi, Liora, Maya, Baby Boy, and most of all—to Jerry.

		

	
		
			Author’s Note

			Every British schoolchild knows the tragic tale of Lady Jane Grey, queen for nine days in the Year of Our Lord 1553.

			As the legend goes, Jane was the innocent victim of her ambitious relations. She had the misfortune to be born several degrees too close to the English throne for comfort—yet not close enough for her scheming, grasping family. The great-granddaughter of King Henry VII, Jane was married off at the age of fifteen to Lord Guildford Dudley, the boorish and unlovely son of the power-hungry Duke of Northumberland.

			Northumberland then schemed with Jane’s father to proclaim her queen upon the death of her cousin King Edward VI. When Jane was summoned to court on July 9, 1553, and told that she was now the queen of England, the terrified teenager sobbed, pleaded, and fainted dead away.

			Poor Jane’s short reign ended ignominiously after just nine days, when King Edward’s older sister Mary won the support of England’s fickle nobility. Mary was, after all, the daughter of the great Henry VIII—even if she might have been born on the wrong side of the blanket, and even if she was a Catholic. Jane and her despised husband were packed off to molder in the Tower of London while Queen Mary decided what to do with them.

			At first the new queen was disposed to be merciful toward Jane—who was her cousin, after all. But Jane’s father could not leave well enough alone; incredibly, he raised another (equally doomed) rebellion against Mary, and Jane’s fate was sealed.

			Lady Jane Grey was beheaded on a bitter wintry day in February 1554, barely four months into her sixteenth year. When the executioner blindfolded her, innocent victim to the end, she cast about helplessly for the block, crying, “What shall I do? Where is it?”

			Yes, every British schoolchild knows this tale. But none knew it better than young Lady Jane Grey of Bradgate Manor, born 466 years to the day after her much lamented ancestress . . .
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			Chapter 1

			I CAUTIOUSLY STEERED the unfamiliar car through the massive stone gateposts, creeping along and hugging the left side of the road, as the rental agent had advised. “Stay to the left and you’ll mebbe come to no harm,” he had said dubiously, with an assessing glance at my uncombed hair and drooping eyes.

			Well, you’d look tired, too! I wanted to snap. You try skipping out of New York just one step ahead of the sheriff and flying economy in the middle seat of a Turkish Airlines flight!

			But by now the fight had left me, and I felt myself shrinking in my seat as the car jerked unsteadily up the winding, tree-shaded, mile-long drive. Finally, Bradgate Hall loomed ahead, just as it was pictured online: a massive, mellowed stone country house. Green ivy climbed lazily up the ancient walls, and wildflowers dotted the meadow in front of the house. It was centuries old, lovely, and utterly intimidating to an exhausted, air- and carsick American.

			Renting a cottage from an English milord would be restful and relaxing compared to the past weeks, ducking subpoenas and fleeing the country. Reminding myself that this would be my refuge, I stopped the car in the middle of the forecourt and approached the house.

			“Do come in,” invited Lord John Grey. He swung wide the massive iron-studded doors and I ventured inside, my heels clacking loudly on the stone-flagged floor. “Mr.—excuse me, Ms. Greene?” His moment of surprise, as he took in my tangled reddish-brown mass of hair and elegant red-soled Manolos, was almost palpable.

			“Jordan Greene . . . uh . . .” Now I paused, feeling almost as uncomfortable as he looked. He was instantly recognizable from the photos I had studied online—but how exactly did one address a peer of the realm? My Internet surfing had suggested “Your Lordship,” but that seemed foolish now that I was faced with this tall, fortyish man in casual khakis and deplorably ratty sweater.

			He laughed. “We seem to have gotten off to a rather rocky start. Let’s begin again, shall we? I am John Grey, and I presume you are my new tenant—Ms. Greene, rather than the Mr. Greene we expected. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Greene.”

			“Yes, Mr.—er—” I stopped again, irritated by my fumbling. Back in Manhattan, there’d been nothing I couldn’t handle, from subway muggers to Urdu-spouting cabdrivers to maddened hordes of Wall Street traders. But battered by jet lag and the stressful wrong-side-of-the-road drive from Heathrow to rural England, I was feeling uncharacteristically vulnerable. And I hated it.

			As usual, feeling defensive put me on the offensive. “Why on earth should you expect me to be Mr. Greene?” I asked a bit snappishly.

			His smile faded, leaving a mask of upper-class cool courtesy behind. “Sorry; I’m afraid that Jordan and Leslie are men’s names here in England. So of course we assumed that Jordan Leslie Greene would be a— Well, at any rate, it couldn’t matter less. I hope you had a pleasant journey?”

			“Seven hours on a plane trapped in a middle seat with a howling toddler on either side,” I told him. “And then I couldn’t get the car’s GPS to stop speaking French.”

			He was working manfully to suppress a smile, which made me even more churlish.

			“—so I came by way of Cornwall. I think. And going the wrong way around the rotaries, and the damn hedges grow so close to the road, and then the stone walls . . . !”

			Gravely, he said, “It must have been perfectly frightful. I am so sorry, Ms. Greene.”

			Our eyes met, and suddenly, I was smiling, too. “Please, call me Jordy,” I offered.

			“And I’m John. Shall we sit in the morning room?” he suggested. “It’s warmer there.”

			Warmer would be wonderful; I never would have thought that September, even in the wilds of Leicestershire, could be so cold. I rubbed my icy hands together and nodded eagerly.

			John—I would have to get used to thinking of him that way after reading so many Internet entries on “Lord Grey”—preceded me with a murmured apology, and I looked about with interest as we walked solemnly down the corridor. The front hall, or “great” hall, was indeed great: a massive space dominated by a sweeping double staircase, carpeted in softly faded Oriental runners, and adorned by a Volkswagen-size chandelier dripping with crescent-shaped crystals over our heads.

			I was way out of my element.

			“In here,” John said, gesturing toward a huge arched doorway on the right. “Cook will be right in with tea.”

			Of course she would.

			Aloud, I said, “This is a lovely room.” The “morning room” was octagonal, with sparkling diamond-paned windows set into deep bays on seven sides. Each bay held an inviting window seat and commanded lush views of the rolling green meadows, ancient oak trees, and blue-glinting river in the distance. Someone had invested a great deal of loving care into this room.

			Not John, apparently. He looked about absently and said, “I suppose so.”

			I sank gratefully into an overstuffed sofa and rubbed my hands together once more. A lifetime spent in the overheated homes and apartments of “The City”—the only city in the world that merited the title—dotted by winters in Florida and summers in the Hamptons, had not prepared me for real country life. What had ever made me think that the Cotswolds would be the perfect place for my escape?

			But I knew why—romantic memories of a high school trip to London and beyond, led by a history teacher with a gift for gab and a treasure trove of legends. She brought Blenheim Palace, with its cool, impersonal expanses, alive to us by pointing out the portrait of the ninth Duke of Marlborough and his hapless American wife (who later left him for a handsome footman after dutifully producing the “heir and the spare”). My teacher spun stories about Richard III, unjustly accused of murdering his little nephews in the dark, dank dungeons of the Tower.

			And she told us about Lady Jane Grey. Queen for just nine days in the sixteenth century, poor Jane was beheaded on Tower Green when she was barely sixteen. The teacher made a fine story of the girl’s final moments, alone and frightened with only her prayer book and the executioner for company; I dreamed of it for weeks.

			Then, as the subpoenas had swirled and the lawyers circled in New York, I’d felt myself to be the pawn of powerful men, like Jane. So it had seemed like a miracle when I’d seen the online ad: “Cottage to let, Bradgate House,” and my tired mind flickered with the distant memory of that trip to England. Bradgate House . . . Lady Jane Grey’s childhood home. I had picked up the phone and dialed immediately, before I had time to think.

			All at once, the cool silence between me and the present-day Lord John Grey was broken by the high pitch of quarreling girls’ voices. “I told you she was a girl,” one insisted. “And she’s wearing all black!”

			“She’s not a girl! His name is Jordan. That’s not a girl’s name.”

			“Well, maybe in America it is,” the first one argued.

			John looked rueful. “Those are my daughters,” he explained. “For my sins.” He raised his voice. “Jane! Katherine! Come in here and meet Ms. Greene.”

			Two heads peered around the corner and two girls proceeded into the room, one nearly prancing in her excitement and the other lagging cautiously.

			“Jordan, may I present Lady Jane Grey and Lady Katherine Grey,” John said formally. “Girls, please welcome Ms. Greene. She’ll be letting the gatekeeper’s cottage through June.”

			“Ms. Greene!” exclaimed the younger one, Katherine. “I told you she’s a girl! But why on earth would a girl be named Jordan?”

			John sighed. “Katherine, please limit your rude remarks in the presence of company, all right? I do apologize, Jordan.”

			“It’s Jordy,” I reminded him. “And no need to apologize.” I smiled tentatively at the girl, who beamed back at me. She was a lovely child, around thirteen years old, perhaps? I knew nothing of children.

			“I know,” the girl said confidingly. “It’s just that Daddy always has to be so proper. It’s dead boring.”

			Noticing her muddy brown paddock boots, I asked, “Do you like to ride?”

			“Oh, yes! I’m a great rider, right, Daddy? I can jump three-foot fences on Posie, and I could jump even higher if old Daddy would just let me ride—”

			“Katherine!” her father said sternly. “That’s quite enough.” But even he couldn’t resist a slight smile; I imagined that with her deep blue, almost purple eyes, silky blond hair, and already lissome figure, Katherine would be able to charm just about anyone.

			Recollecting myself, I glanced over at the older daughter for the first time. I knew from my Internet research that there were four children: three girls and a little boy. Jane, apparently, was the eldest, but she seemed to fade into the background behind her sister. Jane’s reddish-brown hair was long, too, but straight and lank; her eyes were almost hidden by too-long bangs that fell across her pale face. “So you’re Lady Jane Grey,” I said, impressed in spite of myself. “It must be so special to be named after a queen.”

			“Yeah,” said Katherine, snickering. “Queen for nine days, and then she got her head chopped off.”

			“Katherine,” murmured her father.

			“I hate Lady Jane Grey,” hissed Lady Jane Grey.

			I looked at the young girl with sudden interest; her spark of rebellious temper reminded me of mine at that age. “Why?”

			“Because she was stupid and annoying, and everyone either laughs or suddenly gets really interested when they hear my name.”

			I flushed guiltily.

			“Well,” John drawled, “thank you, girls, for that lovely display of good manners. You may go now.”

			“Oh, but Cook just baked currant scones,” Katherine protested, but John waved her away.

			“Go,” he commanded. They went. I imagined that most people would obey him when he spoke in that tone. Tall and fair, with an indefinable air of elegance and privilege despite the casual clothes, he looked every inch the English noble and Member of Parliament that he was.

			My own elite schooling at Brearley and Columbia had prepared me for a lot of challenges, but not this one. I knew precisely how to dress for a literary-themed gala at the Metropolitan Museum of Art (black Dior, of course), and how to behave at a lawn production of Shakespeare in the Park. Here, I felt gauche and American and very, very cold.

			Then I stiffened my spine. I could earn hundreds of millions of dollars on a single trade; I could barrel my way through the heaving gridlock of bewildered tourists, panhandlers, and naked painted girls to negotiate Times Square in under a minute; and I could soar atop a powerful horse over a close-set series of tall fences.

			Surely this would be child’s play.

			John leaned back and stretched his long legs out in front of him. “Please excuse Jane; she is a bit . . . sensitive about her namesake.”

			“Oh, but why?” I leaned forward eagerly. “Being the namesake of a famous queen—and one who was famous for her intellect and her learning—why, she was fluent in four languages by the time she was your Jane’s age!” I couldn’t help showing off my newfound Internet-gained knowledge; I prided myself on never entering a situation without the proper briefing materials.

			“Yes,” Jane’s father said. “A bit of a burden. And whom are you named for, Jordan?”

			“It’s Jordy, please. I’m not named for anyone; my parents were expecting me to be a boy, so I guess they gave me the same name they would have given him.”

			Once again, he smiled; even through my exhaustion, I recognized the irony.

			“But as you can see, I turned out to be a girl,” I finished.

			“Yes, indeed.” His blue eyes were cool and amused as they examined me, and I was painfully aware of how very lacking in feminine allure I must appear after the endless flight and the harrowing drive from Heathrow to the back of nowhere. By the time I had clipped the third hedge with the bumper of my rented car, Manhattan seemed much too far away.

			But I had fled Manhattan for a very good reason. A vision of Lucian, his face red with rage, flashed through my mind, and I shuddered.

			John cleared his throat. “Would you care to pour the tea?”

			I took in the massive silver tea service that the nearly invisible “Cook” had unobtrusively placed on the oak table between our couches, and I shook my head vigorously. Perhaps I should have taken those deportment classes after all. “No. Thank you.”

			“Of course.” His smile widened, and I registered with some dismay the practiced charm of the man. A charm that was much more subtle than Katherine’s but no less appealing. Of their own accord, my eyes drifted from his fair hair to his blue eyes to the collar of his sweater, noting a slight glimpse of chest hair next to his collarbone, and continued drifting down to—Stop!

			Another messy relationship was the very last thing I wanted, and I had no doubt that any relationship with Lord John Henry Brandon Grey, Member of Parliament, widowed father of four, would be messy.

			I cleared my throat. “If you’ll just show me to my cottage, I won’t bother you again.”

			He rose with unflattering alacrity and held out a hand to help me to my feet. “Somehow,” he said, “I doubt that very much.”
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			Chapter 2

			TWO DAYS LATER, I was still freezing cold. I sat glumly in what John had called my “parlor”—posh British for a living room, I supposed—and stared at the dark, empty fireplace. It had never occurred to me to ask if there was central heating.

			It had never occurred to me to ask a lot of things, I recognized belatedly. As in, how far are the nearest shops? Theaters? Bookstore? Newsstands selling The New York Times and Financial Times? It had never occurred to me that I would have to drive everywhere; I had lived my entire life between West Sixty-Third and West 120th streets, so my driving experience was limited to the occasional summer weekend. Uber was my best friend and constant companion.

			And it had never occurred to me that I would miss the trading room. In my haste to escape from Seventeen Wall Street—and Lucian, and the threatened indictments—I had remembered the peace and beauty of the English countryside passing by the train windows on that long-ago school trip. It had never occurred to me that I would feel so desperately like a fish out of water here. So vulnerable. So damned cold.

			Well, “vulnerable” was hardly my default setting. Even after the Three M’s, as I called them—my Three Misfortunes—I had gotten back on my feet. Or I would have if Lucian hadn’t intervened. With a sigh, I heaved myself up from the ancient armchair and looked around at my worldly possessions, brought in from my car by a tall, muddy “groundsman” and still scattered untidily about the small room. Perhaps I would warm up if I started unpacking and moving around. I sighed again, longing for the heat and sweat of Sergei’s daily spin classes, beginning promptly at five-fifteen in the morning for the crazed Wall Streeters like me.

			But the small cottage would be charming when I had settled in and warmed it up, both literally and metaphorically. The view of green meadows and distant river was exactly what I had hoped for when I’d seen the ad: “Cottage to let, Bradgate House: Former gatekeeper’s cottage on Cotswolds estate for let; two bedrooms, one bath, mod cons, ten kilometers to Chipping Camden. Contact Kent & Whiston Solicitors, SW1, London.”

			Mod cons? I looked around again for some modern conveniences. Perhaps the wheezing dorm-size refrigerator counted. I had sleepwalked through my first day in the cottage, dazed by jet lag and the accumulated exhaustion of the previous weeks. Having subsisted on the cheese, crackers, and chocolate bars that I had stashed in my carry-on, I was ready for a real meal.

			However, the stove was the coldest thing in the room, and I gave up when my efforts to light it produced nothing more than a series of empty clicks and an alarming smell of gas. Time to get back behind the wheel.

			I stalled the little car twice before proceeding down the lane in a series of stuttering fits and jerks. Eventually, I rolled into the village of Bradgate at a sedate eight miles per hour, only to discover that the nearest grocery store was on the highway leading out of town. I got lost twice trying to navigate the infernal traffic circles, and on my way to the highway, I bounced my rental car off three more stone walls lining the country lanes. Then I spent fifteen minutes trying to figure out how to unlock a grocery cart from the stand at the front of the store—why was the charmingly named Waitrose so coldly futuristic compared to my Zabar’s on Seventy-Second Street? Where were the sleekly black-clad couples shopping for ten-dollar bags of organic vegan granola and the pretty Asian nannies with their expertly coiffed and attired charges?

			The only other patrons in this supermarket were an elderly lady absentmindedly inspecting tired-looking apples for worms; a gray-haired mother with four boys hanging from her limbs; and a group of eyebrow-pierced teenagers giggling over the candy bars.

			Even the lines were disappointingly short. I had become accustomed to answering my backlog of emails while waiting in line to pay, always allowing at least twenty-five minutes for standing in place. Here, I went right up to the wooden counter. As I put down my yogurt, coffee, milk, extra-virgin olive oil, vegetables, and cheese, the elderly man behind the register eyed me suspiciously. “You visitin’?”

			I started. Was Bradgate that small? Was I so obviously an outsider?

			There was a brief pause, followed by a cackle of laughter. “Ha! Care o’ Sir John the Icy, eh? Hope you dun have to take care of those wild gels!” He grinned as he rang up my purchases. I smiled hesitantly back.

			“So, what brings you to these parts? Seems an odd place for an American girl like yourself, and clearly a city girl, too!” He nodded his plaid cap toward my ensemble: black leather boots, black peacoat, and silk scarf that did more for fashion than it did for warmth.

			I had just stuffed the last yogurt container into my bag and pretended I hadn’t heard. “Must be off, then, good day, sir!” I shot back cheerily, and walked briskly out of the store.

			I paused at the dusty ATM on the corner and gamely tried my debit card, having been assured by my bank that international transactions were possible. The ATM disagreed. An angry message flashed up in red on the screen: “No cash for you, uncouth American!” it read, or something to that effect. Damn!

			Driving back onto the estate, I wondered at the curiosity of the old man in the shop. And what was that he had called John? Sir John the Icy? Perhaps, but there was that spark of attraction, that hint of sexual heat . . . Lucian flashed into my mind again, and I shuddered, recalling the bruises that my last encounter with sexual heat had left me.

			Distracted, I swung the car into the long tree-lined driveway and cringed as the front right fender once again smacked into a stone wall with a resounding thwack. “Fuck!” I shouted, banging the steering wheel with my fist until my hand ached. “Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck!” I flung open the battered door and practically threw myself out of the car, stomping around to inspect the fender and cursing all the while at the top of my lungs.

			Naturally, a dark blue Mercedes sedan chose that moment to purr up the lane from the house and come to a sedate stop inches from my bruised fender.

			John got out of the car and surveyed me in silence, the tiniest hint of a smile playing around his mouth. “Having a spot of bother?” he inquired, bending to examine the fender.

			“I can’t get used to driving on the wrong side of the road!” I burst out, perilously close to tears. “And my debit card won’t work, so I can’t get cash, and for the life of me, I can’t figure out how to work the stove, so I’m starving and cold and—” I stopped, throttling back my tale of woe. This was what I had wanted, right? After the Three Misfortunes and then those final tempestuous days in New York, all I’d wanted was a complete change—a metamorphosis—an oasis of peace and quiet as far from my usual pace as possible. So how could I complain, after barely two days, that I was so completely out of my comfort zone?

			John straightened up, giving a final valedictory pat to the crumpled fender. “I’ll send Maisie, the housemaid, down to help you with the cottage,” he said calmly. “I suggest Mick at Bradgate Motors for the car. I’ll tell him to expect you.”

			“Thanks,” I muttered.

			“I also suggest getting rid of the rental car,” he added. “An automatic transmission will bankrupt you here.”

			I didn’t know how to drive a stick shift, but I knew he was right, so I just nodded mutely.

			He turned to get into his car, then turned back. “Dinner tonight at seven o’clock,” he said. “No need to dress.”
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			Chapter 3

			DINNER AT THE great house! At least I didn’t have to worry about my host greeting me in black tie and tails—or so I assumed that was what “no need to dress” meant. I conjured up an image of the elegant Lord John Grey greeting me at the door stark naked, and shook my head hastily to dismiss it. If this were a romance novel, I reflected, the reader would be bored already, since the ending—me and the (conveniently widowed) Sir John sailing off together into the sunset—would be so obvious.

			My life, however, was no romance novel. My New York incarnation was never romantic; I dressed in black, gulped down endless Starbucks mocha lattes, devoured the Financial Times, and occasionally found time for a furtive, unsatisfying fumble with Lucian.

			And now . . . I caught sight of myself in the hallway mirror and grimaced at my once highlighted and glossy, wavy auburn hair tied up into a mousy brown ponytail without the services of my salon ladies in New York; once carefully made-up eyes shadowed by lack of sleep; once Armani-clad body covered in dust and mud from my fight with the stove and the car. No, I was no romantic heroine.

			Besides, there were the four children! At thirty-five, I had never once regretted my childless state—no biological clock for me. I had never even enjoyed playing with dolls; LEGOs were more my speed. I had watched my friends marry and eventually become parents, frantically dividing themselves between their jobs and homes until they pulled apart at the seams. It was one of the reasons, I always thought, why I had managed to eclipse so many others and become one of Wall Street’s top hedge fund managers: my single-minded devotion to “the deal.”

			But that was before. My mind drifted to my assistant’s neatly written list of “priority phone calls to return” from my last day at the bank: Lucian, his lawyer, Lucian again, my lawyer, Lucian, AmCan Bank’s chief executive officer, Marcus Dyer, my fellow trader Gary, the bank’s general counsel, the district attorney’s office.

			Lucian, in a blind fury.

			My stomach clenched at the memory of that awful day.

			And this was now, and I was dressing for my first dinner with a British milord: Sir John the Icy. I managed to pull myself together enough to find a slightly creased black Theory tunic and black leggings, adorning it only with a brooch necklace that I had found in a secondhand store in Soho. My grand entrance was marred a bit by the coating of leaves and dirt I acquired while walking up the half-mile path to the manor. Perhaps John would drive me home in one of the six estate cars I had spotted in the garage, tucked discreetly between the house and the stables.

			The white-aproned Maisie took my sweater and handed me a sherry, then directed me toward the “evening salon,” a large, lofty room divided into several casual conversation areas and dominated by floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides, giving out onto a stone-flagged patio. Magnificent views of the setting sun over rolling meadow and gently forested hills stretched as far as the eye could see. This wasn’t like the faux-old gray shingles of Hamptons estates, acquired by annual spring power-washings designed to emulate the old-money look. No, this was genuine ancestral age garnered by generations of wealth and privilege.

			Lucian would be pea-green with envy. Once I had walked into his office when he was on the speakerphone with his mother, shouting and cursing at her in English while she wailed at him in Portuguese. Originally Luciano Federiçao, Lucian had reinvented himself at college and become the nattily dressed investment banker Lucian Fellowes, light-years removed from the fisherman’s son of Fall River, Massachusetts. With brute force and ferocious charm, he had climbed the Manhattan ladder until his faint accent was just a sensual wisp and his gleaming black hair was reminiscent of exoticism rather than Ellis Island.

			He had been furious at me for witnessing that conversation, and his fury was always painful; I flinched at the memory, still angry with myself for allowing the Three Misfortunes to push me into Lucian’s arms. Why had it taken the threat of jail to dislodge me from New York and Lucian?

			Shaking my head, I walked into the “salon” and smiled at Jane, who had hurried down the stairs and entered the room just behind me. “Which horse do you like to ride?” I asked her. I had explored the stables at some length that afternoon and hoped the horses would provide a safe topic of conversation. Young girls and horses—what could be more natural?

			Jane said something too low for me to hear. “Sorry?” I asked. The bay gelding I had admired that afternoon was grazing in the far meadow, the fading sunlight dappling his coat with gilt; I wondered how he would feel soaring over a fence. Spectacular, I suspected.

			“I hate riding,” she muttered.

			I swung around, distracted from the horse. “What? Are you kidding?” I couldn’t believe it—the beautiful horses and the lovely countryside were a dream come true for a young rider. Certainly they would have been for me, confined to Central Park’s cramped trails until I started riding on the Florida circuit. I could never do anything unless I did it to the fullest; nothing less than the national championships would satisfy me. It was the same with derivatives trading.

			“I hate riding,” she repeated a little more firmly. She cast a defiant glance at her father, who had come up beside her and was shaking his head at me in silent warning.

			Unabashed, I continued, “You must have had the wrong teachers, then. Nothing in the world is as much fun as riding!”

			John quirked a quizzical eyebrow at me. “Nothing?” he inquired. Good God, the man was attractive! He wore a ratty blue sweater and wrinkled, ancient khakis that Lucian wouldn’t have been caught dead in—but he had an allure that Lucian, with all his surface finesse, had never achieved. My danger antennae snapped up, and I found myself blushing furiously.

			“Nothing,” I retorted, every bit as defiantly as his daughter.

			“Well, then, you must have had the wrong teachers,” he murmured.

			I gulped, and Jane looked between us a little uncertainly. “What are you talking about?” she demanded.

			“Nothing!” I snapped.

			“Riding,” her father said at the same moment.

			Jane frowned.

			“Never mind,” said John, looking bored, and I wondered if I had dreamed the entire exchange. “Jane dislikes riding, and I’m afraid Katherine lacks the focus that a serious rider requires.”

			Though I hated to agree with him, he was right about the focus required of a great rider. I smiled at Jane, thinking that this serious-looking girl probably was better suited to the task of mastering a twelve-hundred-pound animal than her younger sister. Riding was the only time that I felt all-powerful, in control. “Maybe we could ride together sometime?” I suggested.

			“No,” said Jane. Before her father could comment on her rudeness, she walked away.

			“Well!” I said.

			“I suppose you are a champion rider?” John inquired, looking as if nothing could interest him less.

			“Yes,” I said just as coolly. “I am.”

			A small silence fell. Finally, I remembered that there was a third daughter—the youngest, Mary. I said, “What about Mary?”

			“Excuse me?”

			“Does Mary ride?”

			“Her physical condition precludes that,” John said. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I must see to the . . .” And off he went, too.

			It seemed I had managed to offend two of the Greys already, and the evening was only half an hour old. What on earth was little Mary’s “physical condition,” though?

			Dinner began carefully. The son and heir—six-year-old Henry—arrived pink and shining from a recent bath, deposited by a rail-thin nanny in skintight jeggings who was already pulling on her jacket as she pushed him into the room. “I’m off, then,” she said unnecessarily. She was out the door before John had mustered a goodbye.

			Well! I thought again. This time I had the sense not to say it aloud.

			Henry plopped himself into a chair next to mine and pulled out an electronic game that started burping immediately. “No games at the dinner table,” said John.

			Henry bobbed his head obediently and transferred the game to his lap, where it continued burping and chirring.

			A burst of Adele erupted from Katherine’s lap, and she bent her blond head to tap as furiously as Henry at a tiny keyboard.

			“No texting, either,” John said wearily, and Katherine’s head bobbed, too.

			I glanced over at Jane on my other side and noticed that she held a book in her lap, turning the pages quietly so as not to draw her father’s attention. So, I thought. Quite the happy family.
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			Chapter 4

			“MY MUMMY DIED,” Henry informed me.

			John had confiscated the electronic game and Katherine’s cell phone (Jane, cagier than her siblings, had secreted her book in the folds of the tablecloth) and asked each of the children to tell me something about him- or herself. This, apparently, was Henry’s notion of dinner table conversation.

			“She died when I was born. Deirdre is my nanny, but Jane calls her the Wicked Witch. I am Henry, heir to Bradgate, and I’m six.” He turned to his father. “Now can I have my game back?”

			John’s lips tightened. Quickly, Jane said, “I take care of Henry, too, don’t I? Much better than Deirdre.”

			I couldn’t blame her, given the teenager’s hasty departure and lack of a farewell to her charges. Having been raised by a series of nannies, I considered myself expert in distinguishing the good ones from the Wicked Witches—and I was certain that Deirdre fell into the second category. But it was none of my business.

			Smiling for the first time, the little boy nodded at his eldest sister, and I saw the resemblance between them: both thin, with fine reddish-brown hair and expressive eyes. They didn’t look anything like their father, I thought. They must look like their late mother—Aline Marguerite de Chissay, according to my Internet research.

			“Deirdre is temporary,” John said sharply. “Nannies seem to come and go very quickly in this household. As an MP, I spend most of my weeks in London and weekends here.”

			“Ah,” I said. An absentee father, and the children in Nannyland. No wonder he seemed so ill at ease with them.

			“Jane is fourteen, and she attends Priory Hall,” John continued, striving mightily to turn this into polite conversation, “and Katherine and Mary attend St. Ann’s. Henry is at St. Swithin’s. I thought it best for them to remain in their schools rather than disrupt them with a move to London.”

			“I’m thirteen,” Katherine said. “And I should love to move to London! I think your clothes are very glam. Is that how they dress in New York? Will you take me shopping?”

			John scowled.

			“Anyway,” Katherine said hastily, “next year I’ll go to Priory with Jane, but I shall hate it because it’s only girls!”

			Yes, I could imagine that Katherine might enjoy the presence of boys. Unlike her pencil-straight older sister, Katherine already had some small curves to her body (lovingly displayed by her tight V-neck sweater). Her thick ringlets and ready smile were probably irresistible to boys, even the thirteen-year-old variety.

			“Poor old Jane here is going to marry a horrible man and get her head cut off,” Katherine announced, tossing her own blond head in disdain. “And I shall fall madly in love and die for the sake of my lover, just like Lady Katherine Grey! Lady Jane Grey’s younger sister,” she added with a glance at my bemused face.

			At a loss, I glanced over at John, who was trying to hide a smile. “As usual,” he said, “Katherine here has her facts somewhat muddled.”

			“Lady Jane Grey was beheaded, wasn’t she?” I ventured, feeling reasonably sure that this, at least, was fact. After my high school trip to England, I had read masses of historical fiction about the teenage queen, innocent victim of her power-mad male relatives. Lady Jane Grey and her family had figured prominently in the Internet accounts of Bradgate Hall, too.

			“Oh, yes,” said her namesake seriously. “She was a silly fool who was forced into a horrible marriage—”

			“See?” cried Katherine.

			“—and then forced to accept the crown, even though she knew she shouldn’t have—”

			“She even cried and fainted,” chimed in Mary, speaking for the first time. “She didn’t want to be queen at all.”

			“—and she was queen for nine days, and then she was beheaded,” finished Jane, determinedly riding over her sisters’ interjections.

			“Poor thing,” I said.

			“She was only sixteen when she died,” said John in a low voice, and I glanced at him, realizing that the young queen had been only a year or so older than his eldest daughter when she was executed.

			“And her sister Lady Katherine did fall madly madly in love and did die for the sake of love, just like I told you!” cried Katherine.

			John’s face was a mask again. “More or less,” he admitted to me. “Lady Katherine Grey was even more foolish and feckless than her older sister, Jane—Katherine married against Queen Elizabeth’s wishes and ended up in the Tower, as one might have expected.”

			“Sounds pretty harsh to me,” I commented.

			“As I was saying,” continued John smoothly, “she gave birth to one son and then, uh, lay with her husband again while they were both imprisoned in the Tower—No, Katherine, not another word!”—this as a giggling Katherine opened her mouth to speak—“and died under house arrest, having been separated from her husband and sons for the rest of her life.”

			“And how old was she?” I asked, fascinated by the sad story. I couldn’t recall reading much about Queen Jane’s sisters, though I knew she’d been the eldest of three.

			John glanced at Jane. “Twenty-seven,” the girl told me.

			“Wasn’t there a younger sister, too? Lady Mary?” I asked. For the first time I realized that these girls were all named after the original famous Grey sisters of the sixteenth century. How . . . eccentric. How very English.

			“Oh, yes,” said Jane. “She was the youngest, just like our Mary. But she was sickly and, uh, stunted—”

			Henry contributed, “She was a dwarf!”

			John frowned at him.

			“Anyway, she died, too,” Jane finished quickly.

			I looked over at Mary, the smallest and youngest of the three girls, who was picking listlessly at her food, and wondered again about her “physical condition.” Only eleven years old, Mary was a wan, faded reflection of her older sisters, her hair light but not blond, her eyes a pale washed-out blue. She looked tired.

			“Mary, sweetheart, try to eat some corn,” John said coaxingly. The gentle, almost tender tone caught me by surprise, and I looked up sharply.

			“Yes, Mary, the corn is really sweet,” Jane agreed. Her expressive eyes, resting on her sister, were worried and caring; even I felt a pang of anxiety for the delicate-looking child. What on earth was wrong with her?

			— – — – —

			We ran out of conversation shortly after that, so John asked me to tell them something about myself. “Well,” I began, trying not to notice that Henry had pulled another game out of his pocket and was tapping at the keys, “I went to a girls’ school, too, Katherine. But I loved it.”

			“Really?” she said skeptically.

			“Yes, really.” She did not need to know about the rampant anorexia, the fake IDs, the Collegiate boys, and the accommodating bartender on Eighty-Sixth Street.

			“Now what do you do?” asked Jane.

			“I am— I mean, I was a hedge fund manager on Wall Street.”

			“What’s that?” Katherine asked.

			“Yes, do please explain,” said John.

			I looked a little helplessly at my audience. “We take highly leveraged speculative positions in financial markets around the world, managing the investments of high-net-worth individuals and . . .” I trailed off, seeing Jane turn the page of her book and Katherine making faces at Mary across the tablecloth.

			“Shall I?” John asked.

			I nodded.

			“They sit at computers all day and move pretend money around so that they can make huge bonuses.” John looked at me. “Is that accurate?”

			“No,” I said coldly.

			“And then after they created this whole pretend economy, they let it crash and burn so that we’re having to cut services and raise taxes,” he added.

			I glared at him. Wasn’t he a Tory, like all the other milords?

			“Why did you come here?” asked Katherine. “Did you fall madly madly in love and—?”

			“Katherine,” her father warned.

			She wasn’t all that far off, but then again, she couldn’t have been more wrong. Love had never entered into the relationship between me and Lucian. Power and fear, perhaps, but never love. I remembered that Henry Kissinger had said power was the best aphrodisiac, and power clung to Lucian like an invisible cloak of majesty.

			“No,” I said again. “I’m going to write a book.”

			“A romantic book?” Katherine asked.

			“A book about the hedge fund industry. Telling lots of secrets. What we call a tell-all memoir.”

			“Is that wise?” John asked me.

			I shrugged, thinking of the daily messages from lawyers on my cell phone.

			Henry looked up from his game for the first time and focused on me. “Did your mummy die, too?” he asked.

			Everyone looked at me.

			“No,” I said for the third time, finding, to my surprise, a lump in my throat as I returned the children’s questioning gazes. “She’s in New York. But my father died.”

			Henry nodded.

			“All right, children,” John said briskly. “Henry, time for bed.”

			“I’ll bring him upstairs,” Jane said, and she took her brother’s hand and led him out of the room. Katherine reclaimed her cell phone and followed, while Mary dragged behind her with a palpable air of listlessness.

			“Well!” John said. “Shall I run you home?”

			“Yes, please. I’m afraid to touch that car anymore, so I walked over. I think I will return it tomorrow.”

			“At this point a few more dents wouldn’t even be noticed,” he said drily. “You may use one of the estate cars. Er . . . perhaps the Renault? That’s quite . . . small.” Expendable, his tone suggested.

			“Are they automatic transmission?” I asked hopefully.

			“Of course not.”

			“Uh . . .”

			He fetched up a deep sigh as he held the front door open for me and we went out into the damp-smelling fall evening. “I suppose I shall have to teach you, then.”
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			Chapter 5

			THE NEXT MORNING I woke up refreshed after my first solid night’s sleep since arriving in England—to be honest, my first solid night’s sleep since Lucian told me about the shadow trades. I pulled on my running shoes and ran to the village and back, determining to buy a pedometer so I could keep track of the miles. It wasn’t any fun unless I had a goal; perhaps I could cut my time in half by the end of the month. Maybe there was even a running club I could compete with. Then I showered, ate a stale store-bought scone, and seated myself, with something of a flourish, at my new laptop. I was ready to write.

			Two hours later, I was ready to kill someone. Preferably myself, but pretty much anybody would do. The blinking icon in front of me hovered insistently over the words “Hedge Fund Horrors,” by Jordan Leslie Greene. The rest of the screen was blank.

			How could writing be so hard? According to my mother, any nitwit could write a book and get it published if he found a good enough editor. And as one of the top editors in New York, she should know.

			I got up to pour myself a glass of water and gazed longingly out the back windows at the rolling meadow. Somewhere just beyond the rise was that exquisite gelding, probably out grazing and absolutely pining for someone to ride him.

			I heard a horn tooting outside and ran to the front windows. John unfolded himself from the cramped front seat of a sporty little Renault and opened the driver’s-side door for me. “Ready for a driving lesson?” he asked.

			I bit my lip. I would jump on that horse’s back in an instant and ride him as hard and as fast as he could go, sailing over fences and streams and glorying in the knowledge that all his power was under my control. But this little car—between the stone fences lining every lane, and the wrong side of the road, and that mysterious shaky stick thing between the seats—well, I’d rather walk.

			I looked up into John’s slightly mocking face and swallowed my words. I’d show him. Anybody could drive a stick shift. Right?

			Apparently not.

			“Clutch!” John shouted at me for the hundredth time. “For Jesus’ sake, clutch!”

			Clutch, clutch, clutch, where was the damned thing again? You not only had to wiggle the shaky stick thing around with your left hand, you also had to stamp down on a pedal with your left foot—oh, no, I mean the right foot—at the same bloody moment. 

			“Shit!” I shouted as the transmission shrieked yet again and the car came to a shuddering stop in the middle of the road.

			Blessed silence descended.

			Finally, John suggested, “Want to have another go at it?” He sounded unenthusiastic, and I could hardly blame him.

			“No,” I said.

			We sat in silence some more.

			“Bloody hell,” he said after a while. “I’ve never seen anyone have so much trouble with a stick shift. Are you sure you’re not, er, physically challenged? Is that the politically correct term?”

			I was too defeated to take umbrage. “I don’t know,” I said in a small voice. I couldn’t do anything right anymore—first the Three Misfortunes, then Lucian, then the indictments—or was it the other way around? I couldn’t even remember. Then I discovered I couldn’t write a single coherent word, and I couldn’t do something as simple as drive a car. Horrified, I realized I was perilously close to tears. That couldn’t be; I hadn’t cried since I fell off Giorgio and broke my collarbone when I was twelve.

			“Bloody hell,” John said again, in a different tone. “Look, Jordy, how about we forget this whole thing for today, shall we? There’s a lovely little pub just around the corner.”

			“Okay.” I sniffled and opened the door to switch places with him.

			“Oh, no,” he said. “That’s the catch: You have to drive us there.”

			By the time the little car limped to a halt in front of the pub, trickles of sweat were running down my back, and John’s mouth had a pinched, strained look to it. But I felt a small thrill as I stamped down on the despised clutch one last time and handed the keys to John. “Thank God,” he said feelingly.

			“Thank God,” I echoed. We smiled weakly at each other, like survivors of a small war, and I saw with regret how attractive he was when stripped of his customary air of cool politesse. This was a complication I did not need.

			— – — – —

			“Did you really drive all the way here from Heathrow?” he asked after the second round.

			“Yes. You saw the dents.”

			“And no one died?”

			“No people,” I said, guiltily remembering the suicidal squirrel outside of Leicester.

			He shook his head. “Remarkable.”

			We both drank deeply.

			“And tell me again why you’re here?” he asked.

			“I told you. I’m writing my memoirs. Life in the hedge fund industry.”

			“Sounds like a rip-roaring bestseller.” He sounded bored again, and I bridled, thinking of Lucian and the managing directorship and the Asteroid Fund.

			“You’d be surprised,” I told him.

			He shrugged. “Have you always lived in New York? Cold, dreary town, I always thought.”

			“Compared to London?”

			He smiled slightly, conceding the point.

			“Yes, I was born and raised in New York; that’s why I don’t have much driving experience. Went to Columbia for undergrad, then stayed there for B-school. How about you?”

			“Born in Bradgate, went to Eton and Oxford—”

			“Of course,” I murmured.

			“—elected to Parliament seven years ago despite Tony Blair and New Labour. My mother still lives in London, on Eaton Square.”

			“And your father?” I asked.

			“Flitted off when I was a boy. He lives in Majorca with a girl who’s . . . oh, about Jane’s age, I think.”

			“Surely not?” I asked, aghast.

			“Well, maybe a few years older.”

			There was an uncomfortable pause as I reflected that John and I had both lost our fathers in our youth. It was surprising and a little unsettling to discover that we had something so momentous in common.

			“Why did you decide to rent out the cottage?” I asked curiously, deciding to change the subject. He appeared to have more money than the queen, and the damp little cottage—mod cons and all—didn’t seem to be designed for rental.

			He grimaced. “It belongs to the Countess of Stamford, actually—my mother.”

			“So?”

			“So, my mother doesn’t believe in letting her assets sit by idly. She has been known to lease out her Mercedes when she’s not using it, and even consulted me about renting out her butler and chauffeur for catered parties.”

			I grinned. “But?”

			“I informed her that slavery has been outlawed.”

			“Are you close to your mother?” I wondered, thinking of my own mother: Susannah Greene, executive editor, Lowell Claflin Books; editor of books by Raisa Gorbachev and Hillary Clinton; currently working with Mikhail Baryshnikov on his memoirs. Why was it that I always thought of my mother in terms of her résumé?

			“My mother is the keeper of the Grey family traditions. Greyer than Grey, as converts often are.”

			“Converts?”

			“She married into the family, of course.”

			“Of course,” I repeated, amused.

			“Anyway, right now she’s completely wrapped up in the Grey Five Hundred Gala.”

			I recalled seeing notices around the village referencing the gala. “What is that?”

			He smiled. “June 2016 marks the five hundredth anniversary of Bradgate Hall, so an enormous bash is being planned. Sponsored by the Prince of Wales Charity Trust, British Historical Trust, et cetera, et cetera. My mother is the honorary chair, so she’s in all her glory.”

			“Sounds like fun,” I commented politely.

			“It’s a pain in the ass,” he retorted. “But it will bring jobs and business to my constituents, so I’m resigned to a lot of nonsense about the glorious Grey family and our queen for nine days.”

			I thought of Jane—“I hate Lady Jane Grey!”—and wondered how she felt about all of this.

			“Enough of that,” he said, leaning forward so he could lower his voice and not be overheard. “Have I fed you enough beer yet?”

			“Enough for what?”

			“You haven’t thanked me for the driving lesson.”

			I snorted.

			Unabashed, he went on, “They have lovely rooms upstairs, with a big feather mattress and a bottle of Château Rigaux 1996—an excellent vintage, though perhaps a bit too nutty for every taste—”

			I swallowed hard. “Really? You’re hitting on me?”

			He grinned. “What an unattractive term. And close your mouth or people will think I’m propositioning you.”

			“But you are,” I said.

			“No, just suggesting a very pleasant afternoon diversion for two consenting adults.”

			Horrified, I realized that I was tempted. John’s blue eyes were dark with interest and curiosity; his fair hair was mussed from when he’d raked his hands through it during that hellish driving lesson; and his long, lean body lounged carelessly in the chair across from me. I was very tempted. But.

			“No,” I said firmly.

			He quirked an eyebrow at me. “No?”

			“No, thank you,” I amended. I’d had enough of unloving sex in New York; I didn’t need any more here. I was turning over a new leaf.

			He shrugged. “Too bad. It would have been so convenient. Ah, well.”

			I wondered if he would ever ask me again.
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